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	1. Cold Angels

Charlotte Watsford writhed around on the floor of the forest in unbearable agony, her mouth open in a low, gutteral screams. Pain like she had never known before was tearing through her body, like her insides were on fire. Tears rolled down Charlotte's face and her fingers clutched at the dirt below her.

_'Oh, god, what is happening to me?'_ she thought frantically. She tried to get up, to maybe crawl to help, but her limbs wouldn't support her. _'Somebody help me, please.'_

As if to answer her, there was a whooshing noise next to her, and Charlotte saw two faces hovering over her, a male and female. Though she could barely see through her tears, Charlotte could still tell that the two were inhumanly beautiful. The woman had long brown hair framing a gorgeous demure face, and a statuesque man with strange bronze hair, a square jaw and straight nose, protectively holding onto the woman.

Charlotte closed her eyes as another bout of pain racked through her and she screamed again. Was this it? Were these two angels, about to take her to heaven? Was _this _what happened when you died?

The female angel knelt down, placing a surprisingly strong hand on her shoulder. "You're going to be okay, I promise. My name's Bella, what's yours?"

Charlotte opened her eyes again at the sound of the angel's comforting, melodious voice and stared up at her. She had the strangest eyes that Charlotte had ever seen. They were like liquid amber.

"Charlotte. Please, I... I don't... want to... die," she whimpered. Bella slipped her hand into Charlotte's, and she gripped it as hard as she could, but it didn't seem to hurt Bella.

"Oh, Edward, can't we do anything for her?" The angel's lovely voice was full of concern, but Edward simply shook his head.

"No, Bella. Nothing's strong enough to stop the pain. All we can do is just to get her back to the others."

If Charlotte had been able to, she would've snapped that she was right there, there was no need to talk as if she wasn't. But she was dying, so what was the point? The edges of her vision were going dark, and Charlotte felt herself being picked up by strong arms. Mercifully, while the pain was there, it was receding, and Charlotte curled up against Edward's chest, her heavy eyelids falling shut.

The last thing she heard was a voice, whispering, "Everything will be okay."

XOXOXOX

Well, that was chapter one, and next chapter we'll discover how on earth this happened. I hope you enjoyed it, and please review!


	2. Icy Nightmares

_Three Hours Ago_

The sun was starting to set, but Charlotte didn't notice. She stood on the cliff, painting the scene in front of her, one of her first since moving to the rainiest town in America a couple weeks ago.

It had only been a month after losing her powers at Mako Island, and Charlotte had withdrawn into herself, feeling more alone than ever. She hid her feelings from everyone, and for the most part she was successful. In public and at school, she remained cold and distant, and at home she was quiet. Her mother tried to find out what was wrong, but Charlotte kept quiet about everything. Not knowing what else to do, Annette offered to let Charlotte stay with her brother, Charlotte's uncle, up in Forks, Washington, where he worked as a teacher at the high school.

So far, Charlotte found herself doing okay. The kids at school were friendly enough, she was doing fine in her studies. If anything, the other students just wanted to know why she had went from sunshiny Australia to rainy Forks. But on that, she kept her lips shut. She had made a promise, and she intended to keep it.

"Excuse me, what are you doing here?"

Charlotte jumped nearly a foot in the air, and turned around, only to have her breath catch at the sight of one of the most beautiful men, no, _people _she had ever seen. He was really tall, taller than she was by a good foot, the palest skin she had ever seen, with messy dark red hair and strange black eyes. Honestly, just seeing him was making Charlotte blush and her mind go blank.

He raised his eyebrow and Charlotte realized she hadn't answered his question. Feeling rather stupid, she held up her paintbrush and indicated her canvas.

"I'm painting?" She meant to say it as a statement, but it came out as a question.

"This late?"

"I like painting sunsets."

"You've got an Australian accent. You new here?"

He narrowed his eyes, betraying the conversational tone in his voice, and Charlotte got the distinct feeling that he was studying her. No matter how good-looking he was, she wasn't some piece of meat, and this sure as hell wasn't an interregation. Hands on her hips, feeling that spark relighting, Charlotte demanded, "Who wants to know?"

The man (well, teenager really, he only looked just a year or two older than Charlotte) finally softened his gaze and laughed a little, rubbing the back of his neck. "Sorry, I didn't mean to be rude. I'm Foster. What's your name?"

Foster held out his hand, and she hesitantly shook it. "I'm Charlotte. I moved here a couple weeks ago, I'm staying with my uncle." His hand was like ice, but Charlotte made sure not to react. There was something off about this guy, she knew that deep down in her gut, but she just ignored the feeling. As much as she didn't want to admit it, she wanted some company. The kids at her new school, while nice, weren't looking to make new friends with only a year of school left.

"Nice to meet you, Charlotte," Foster continued, giving her a smile that was equal parts flirtatious and enticing.

"Yeah, you too." She attempted to break away, but Foster continued to hold onto her hand. Charlotte looked into his eyes and just barely held back a gasp at the animalistic look in his dark black eyes. It chilled her to the bone, and when he finally let go, it left her fingers sore.

She turned around, back to her painting, thinking that Foster would leave. But instead he walked up to her and looked over her shoulder. His closeness sent a shiver down her spine.

"That's really good," he commented. "You're really talented."

"Thanks," Charlotte replied, hiding a small smile she couldn't fight. Boys, outside of Lewis, had never really gave her much attention, and she couldn't help but enjoy it. Once again ignoring the instictual feeling to get away from him, she asked, "So, do you live near here?"

Foster shook his head, looking out over the water, making no move to continue talking. The sun had all but set, and Charlotte could hear her phone vibrating in her backpack, but made no move to get it. It was her uncle, no doubt, calling her home. Well, it didn't matter, Charlotte thought as she put her paints away, she was going anyway.

She looked up, and her attention-to-detail eye caught the slight tremble going through Foster's entire body, like he was straining to stay still.

"Well, I'm need to get home," Charlotte said, packing up and putting everything in her backpack. "It was nice meeting you."

"You're not going through the woods are you?"

Charlotte shook her head. "I've got my uncle's car near the road."

She started to walk away, but Foster grabbed onto her, his strong fingers digging into Charlotte's arm. "Maybe I should walk you there." To Charlotte, it seemed like he was forcing the words out.

He looked at her with an intense stare that made Charlotte quickly shake her head. "No, it's okay." She didn't want to spend another second around this creep. When she tried to break away, though, he still didn't let go. "Let go of me," she demanded. "Let go!" He was strong, she realized in a panic, even though he wasn't all that muscular, he had an incredible strength.

To her shock, Foster instead pushed her down onto the dirt, the look of a predator on his face and a hint of a snarl on his lips. Charlotte's bag went flying, her art supplies scattering all over the ground, but she didn't notice, she only cared about getting as far away as she could. She scrambled to her feet and ran blindly into the woods.


	3. Frozen Lungs

She didn't know how where she was, or where was she was going. She just knew that she was running, faster than she had ever run before. Adrenaline and terror fueled her, and and now more than ever Charlote wished that she had her tail back. She could've dived straight off the cliff and swum to safety. Her uncle had warned her about going out so late, but she hadn't listened. Well, she decided as she ran faster, if she made it, she was never going out again.

Her foot caught on a tree root, and Charlotte tripped, falling onto the ground and letting out a small yelp in pain before quickly shutting her mouth. She stood, trying to catch her breath, looking around. The woods were dark and terrifying at night, with only the moon and stars to illuminate the ground. The moon was full, perhaps the only piece of luck she was given, giving Charlotte plenty of light to see. She scanned through the trees, trying to see if that creep was still following her. Maybe fleeing into the dark woods wasn't the smartest thing to do, but rationality had left her mind the moment she had seen Foster's terrifying eyes at the cliff.

But aside from the animals and bugs, the woods seemed deserted. Trying to slow her heartbeat, Charlotte turned-

Only to walk smack into Foster.

His cold hands gripped her shoulders, and no matter how hard she tried Charlotte couldn't get out of them.

"Let go of me!" She screamed at him. "What do you want?"

She looked up at him, but quickly had to look away. While still inhumanely beautiful, it was more like that of a gorgeous predator, like something poisonous, luring you in with it's beauty, only to attack when you got close enough

He didn't answer, instead pusing her down to the ground again. In a move that was too fast for her eyes to see, he was on top of her, pinning her arms to the ground above her with one hand. Charlotte was simultaneously scared to death and curious. How had Foster moved that fast? How on earth had he caughten up to her without her hearing him? He wasn't even seemed out of breath.

Almost gently, Foster pushed the hair off her shoulder and tilted her head back and to the side, exposing her jugular to him.

"What are you doing?" she asked quietly. Tears were pricking her eyes, but she refused to let them fall.

"Shh," he whispered.

"Look," Charlotte began shakily, "If you're going to kill me-"

"I'm probably not going to kill you," Foster said, not exactly assauging her fears. Charlotte heard him taking in a deep breath and realized that he was actually smelling her. It took all of her willpower not to throw up as he did so. "I've never smelled anyone like you," he continued. "You're absolutely intoxicating."

Shudders ran through Charlotte, but she continued to talk. "What do you want from me?" she asked.

As if to answer her, Charlotte felt his teeth dig into her, breaking her skin and letting her blood flow into his mouth. Charlotte screamed as loud as she could, both in pain and hoping that someone would hear her and help her. Foster was drinking her blood, she realized with disgust. Not even bothering to silence her, he was slurping down her blood like there was no tomorrow.

Slowly, Charlotte stopped screaming. She was drifting in and out of consciousness as her blood was being drunk, and all she could comprehend Foster's heavy weight and icy body on top of her, his suprisingly sharp teeth in her neck. She stared up at the full moon, and couldn't help but feel like it was mocking her, which was a silly thought, but she thought it anyway.

Through fuzzy hearing, she could hear someone calling out. It was a deep, male's voice and Charlotte started to wonder if you heard things during blood loss.

But it did cause Foster to look up, so she supposed it wasn't her imagination.

"Dammit," he muttered, standing up and sniffing the air. "A wolf." There was disgust in his voice, but Charlotte didn't have time to wonder what he was talking about. Foster stooped over and picked up her still body, bridal style.

Then he was running, and even in her barely conscious state, Charlotte could tell they were going extremely fast.

_Maybe he's a vampire,_ Charlotte thought muddily, laughing quietly to herself before passing out in his arms.


	4. Chilly Darkness

"Wake up, Charlotte."

_Smack!_

A hard hand struck Charlotte's cheek and she groggily opened her eyes, groaning at the stinging pain. Looking under her eyelashes, she saw that she was in a small shack of some kind. Jagged fingernails gripped her chin and she was forced to look up.

Immediately, she wished she hadn't.

Foster's eyes were blazing red, and there were still traces of her blood on his lips and chin. His sharp teeth were bared. Charlotte winced and closed her eyes against his evil face.

"Charlotte," he began, "Do you know what I am?"

She didn't respond, just looked down at the floor. She didn't really care, she was sure that she was gonna die. She just didn't know why he was taking so long, but if the end result was the same...

"I'm a vampire, Charlotte."

"Okay," Charlotte muttered through jagged breaths. Even in her confused state, that fact was apparent. She brought her hand up to hold her cheek and realized that she wasn't tied up or anything. "So, are you gonna eat me or something?" She laughed quietly. At this point, Charlotte didn't care anymore. There, in his red, soulless eyes, she could see the truth of what she was. Stupid. Far too trusting and jealous. This is what she deserved.

"I'm gonna make you a vampire too," Foster responded.

"I don't want to be a vampire," Charlotte whimpered helplessly. "Why would you even want me?" As suicidal as she was thinking, she couldn't help but feel sorry for herself. Heck, if it was her last night on earth, she had a right to feel sorry for herself.

Foster gently picked up her arm, ignoring her question. Charlotte's heavy eyes traveled from his hand up to his face again. "This is gonna sting a little, Charlotte." He chuckled darkly and Charlotte winced at the sound. "Well, actually, to be honest, it's gonna feel like a fire consuming your entire body. Quite frankly it's gonna hurt a lot."

_I hate you__**.**_ Charlotte stared up at him, trying to will a hole into his skull. She could see it, actually. If she had her powers back... She couldn't help but smile at the thought of everything she would've done to him. Swept him in a gust of wind and dropped him off that cliff, then boiled him in the raging water below before freezing him in a block of ice

Foster saw the dark grin she was giving him, but didn't care what it was for. The venom was collecting in his teeth, and it was taking everything he had not to kill her and finish eating her delicious blood. He held her soft, vulnerable arm up to his lips, sinking hs teeth in and letting the venom flow into the broken skin. Charlotte was screaming again, but it was all white noise. She slumped over onto his shoulder, sobbing heavily, but he just continued.

Then suddenly, he was gone, and Charlotte could feel the fire raging through her body, just like Foster said it would. She looked up and saw the door, swinging open a little. If she could get out, maybe something would finish her off. Foster was nowhere in sight, but if it was true, if she was turning into a vampire, well, then something needed to stop her. She wouldn't hurt more people by becoming an undead creature of the night.

With great effort, Charlotte crawled out of the shack, and into the forest. Her vision was spinning, but she managed to stand up and walk a few paces, gritting her teeth through the pain. But eventually, it became too much, and she simply fell, writhing in agony on the forest floor, alone.


	5. Morning Breaks

Bella ran ahead to let the other know what was going on, and Edward continued to carry Charlotte. She was still shaking a little, her eyes rolling back and forth very erractically but other than that she was still. Edward had tried several times to read her mind so that he could find out what had happened to her, but he couldn't hear anything.

When he finally made it to the house, Edward was glad to see his whole family waiting for them. Carlisle met him outside, Emmett and Esme at his side.

"Edward," Esme said softly, "Did you see who did this?"

"No," he replied, carefully handing Charlotte over to Emmett. "When Bella and I got there, whoever did it was gone, she was by herself. We found her crawling from shack in the middle of the woods."

They all went inside and Emmett gently set the unconsious newborn down on the couch and Carlisle looked her over. "The venom is setting in," he explained calmly. "She should wake up in a little while. Edward, Bella, do you know anything about her?"

"No," Bella replied. "All she was able to say was that her name was Charlotte, that's all." She walked out the door, saying over her shoulder, "I'll be right back, I'm gonna go check on Renesmee."

Carlisle shook his head, "Bella, I think you should stay at home with Nessie, we don't know who could've turned this poor girl, or where they are. Just stay there and keep her safe." Bella nodded her understanding before walking out the door. Edward started to follow, but Carlisle stopped him. "No, Edward, I might need you, there may be some answers in her thoughts."

"I've already tried, but after we found her, there was nothing but white noise in her head. It's not like Bella's shield though, more like something is covering her thoughts to keep me from reading them." He looked over at his sister, "Alice, did you see anything?"

She shook her head. "No, I've been looking, and I just... can't see anything. Whoever did this, they're definitely hiding themselves."

"Okay," Carlisle said, "We need to find who turned her, get him away from here. Edward, you, Emmett and Jasper, go out to the shack where you found Charlotte, do whatever you can to find them."

"Let's do this," Emmett smiled darkly, cracking his knuckles.

Their attention was diverted when Charlotte began to stir. The bite marks that had been inflicted on her had healed, the small scratches she had obtained from running in the forest were completely gone. But more than that, her appearence was different. Her dark red hair seemed brighter with different shades hilighting it, the slight teenage acne she had had was completely gone, and her skin was now very pale.

As the sun finally came up, Charlotte's eyelids opened, revealing bright crimson eyes.


	6. Fiery Beginnings

The first thing she noticed was that her throat was burning.

The first thing she thought was that either she was dead or now she was a vampire.

The first thing she heard was the sound of people speaking.

"Is she awake?"A haughty female's voice asked.

"Just give her a minute, Rose," someone said patiently.

It appeared that she was a vampire. Without moving the rest of her body, Charlotte raised a hand to feel her teeth. They weren't any more sharp than they were last time, but that didn't necessarily mean anything.

Charlotte sat up, and saw that now she was in a very posh place. Not only that, but her vision had suddenly gone high-definition. She could see all the dust mites floating in the air, the grain in the wood paneling, and when she looked out the window, she saw the forest in amazing detail. She could hear the birds singing clearer than ever, the ocean hitting the shore who knows how far away, and animals foraging in the forest. She stumbled back, her senses overwhelming her, but luckily someone caught her.

"Are you okay?" the person asked, and Charlotte quickly regained her composure. She broke away and looked around to see a whole group of completely gorgeous people. There were three women and four men: two brunettes, a pixie-like one who looked to be in her late teens, and the other who looked like she was in her mid-thirties;, a blonde, easily the most beautiful person Charlotte had yet to see, also in her late teens, early twenties. There was a burly curly-haired man, a scarred blonde who was holding the pixie girl protectively, an older, blonde man who was looking her over carefully, and Charlotte got the distinct impression that he was in the medical field. Also, to her relief, the one who had rescued her was there too. Edward, she recalled, that was his name. Charlotte looked around, wondering where Bella was. They appeared nicer than Foster, but she kept her guard up anyway.

"What is going on?" Charlotte demanded, except she already knew. Foster had told her what she would become. But it couldn't hurt to dream. "Who are you people?"

The blonde man stepped up to her. "My name is Carlisle Cullen, this is my wife," the older brunette woman stepped forward. "Esmé." He nodded to the scarred blonde and pixie, "This is Alice and Jasper."

Alice smiled and stepped forward, hugging her tightly. Awkwardly, Charlotte raised her hand and patted her on the back. "I'm so happy to meet you," Alice chirped happily, breaking away.

"Yeah," Charlotte muttered, put off by her cheerfulness. "Nice to meet you too."

She looked over Alice's shoulder to see Jasper watching them like a hawk, with a look of intensity that scared Charlotte to no end. The scars didn't help it.

"Okay, Alice," Edward muttered, "Give her some space."

Alice broke away, and continued the introductions. "This is Rosalie and Emmett, and Edward you already met."

"It's good to meet you guys," Charlotte smiled. She absent mindedly rubbed her still burning throat, and she noticed everyone immediately stiffened. "What's wrong?" she asked.

"Charlotte, are you aware of what has happened?" Carlisle asked.

She gritted her teeth, and clenched her hands. "Fos-" she stopped herself from saying his name. "The man who attacked me, he said he was a vampire, that he would make me one as well. Is that what happened?" she asked bitterly. "Am I vampire now?" She breathed deeply and rubbed her throat some more. Why did it hurt so much?

That's when she caught the scent, the sweetest she had ever smelled. Sweet and seductive and powerful and full of promise. Charlotte had never done drugs before, but she sure did feel like she was. It was calling out to her, not unlike the way the full moon used to. She never thought she'd feel this way again.

"Charlotte, don't-"

The rest of Carlisle's sentence was lost to Charlotte as she ran out the door.


	7. Burning Desires

Author's Note: I am so sorry it took me so long to upload, I've been really busy lately with things that I won't bore you with. But I hope you enjoy this way overdue chapter

XOXO

Charlotte didn't know where she was running to, all she really knew was that she was heading for blood. The scent was calling her, like the sea had once called to her, and she'd be damned if she wasn't going to follow it.

A small part of her knew what she was doing had to be wrong, because what was she going to do when she found the source of the blood, except drink it dry? But that part was snuffed out as another gust of wind brought the scent the Charlotte.

Even through the bloodlust, Charlotte could notice at how quickly she was going, much faster than any human could imagine, and much more agile and graceful. She was easily dodging the obstacles just as quickly as they appeared. Even though her mind was consumed with her thirst, she let out a happy whoop, which is probably what saved her.

She rounded a corner, and a mile away, a campground came into view. Charlotte slowed down to a walk and hid behind a tree, looking close.

There were only two people there, sitting around a campfire. A man and woman, and with her vision, Charlotte saw the wedding rings on their left hands.

_This is wrong,_ her conscious told her. The two campers smiled and gave each other a kiss, and almost against her will, her bare foot moved a step forward.

She could hear the blood rushing through their veins, if she hurried, maybe she'd be able to get the both of them-

"No," Charlotte murmured, gripping onto the tree for support. Her throat was burning, and her muscles twitched to run to the couple, bite into their throats, it would all be so easy…

Out of nowhere, two something huge and heavy tackled Charlotte to the ground. She screamed out in anger, clawing at whatever was holding her, when he barked, "Just calm down, Charlotte!"

He turned her over, and Charlotte found herself facing Emmett. "Let me go!" she screamed at him, wrenching an arm free and bringing a hand up to punch him in the face.

Emmett couldn't help but roll his eyes a little as the newborn Charlotte struggled beneath him. It was taking every bit of strength Emmett had to keep her pinned, and he was sure it wasn't going to be enough.

"Guys!" he shouted out into the woods, "I've got her!"

The other Cullens quickly appeared next to them, Edward and Carlisle carrying the body of a large buck, which they dumped in front of Charlotte. Her mind was racing, and the second Emmett let her arms go she attacked and drank the animal dry, not even stopping to think about it. For a few minutes, she just let go, giving over to her instincts. The blood washed over her tongue like nothing she had ever tasted, it was completely beyond words. The power it gave thrummed across her skin, she felt on top of the world…

The rest of the Cullens watched Charlotte eating, wondering what this meant for their home.

"You guys," Alice said quietly, "Maybe we should be finding the person who turned her."

Edward nodded in agreement. "Esmé, Rosalie, will you stay with her?"

"Yes," they said in unison. Esmé walked over to the red-haired girl. "We'll bring her back home when she's done eating," she said. "You guys go ahead. Find the one who did this."

"I can tell you who did this."

The other Cullens looked over as Charlotte stood up from the animal, wiping the blood off her lips, determination in her eyes.


	8. Burnt Edges

"His name's Foster," Charlotte explained, "He's got really dark hair, about a foot taller than me, and when I find him, I'm kicking his ass." Subconsciously, she rubbed her arm where he had bitten her, although the marks were long gone. "Also, um, before he left, he mentioned something about a wolf?"

"Oh, damn," Edward muttered behind her.

"What is it?" Charlotte demanded, rounding around to him. "What's wrong?"

Her head was clearer now that she had had some blood, and though that idea was still extremely strange to her, Charlotte was thankful. She looked down at the animal she had just devoured and shivered a little, now realizing that she was also covered in its blood.

Esmé stepped forward and gently took Charlotte by the hand. "I think you'd better come back with us, take a shower and get into some clean clothes. You'll feel better"

"Thanks, Mrs. Cullen-"

"Esmé, please, dear," she interrupted politely, with a smile.

"Thank you, Esmé, but I haven't been home all day, my uncle must be worried sick. I'm surprised the forest is crawling with cops looking for my dead body." She cringed slightly, that phrase was a little too close to the truth.

"There's a phone at our house," the woman pressed, a warm, reassuring smile gracing her lips.

Charlotte looked down again at her bloody clothes and nodded. "Yeah, that would probably be best." She had to admit, even if she were to get back, how would she even try to explain what had happened to her? What would she even say? 'Oh, don't call the cops Uncle Fred, I was just kidnapped and bitten by a vampire'?

"C'mon," the blonde vampire, Rosalie, chipped in with, "I'm sure we can find something for you to wear."

"Thanks," Charlotte said, relieved. Now that they had mentioned a shower, she was feeling really sticky, and not quite right.

The three women walked away, leaving Edward, Carlisle, Emmett, and Alice by themselves.

"She heard a wolf?" Alice said, "Do you think Jacob's pack might've found him by now?"

"Maybe," Edward replied, shrugging. "I'll get Bella and we'll go talk to him."

"Alright, the rest of us, we have to try and track him down," Carlisle directed.

XOXOXOX

Charlotte stayed in the shower as long as possible, relishing the long-needed feeling of being clean. Between being kidnapped, turned into an undead member of the night, and then eating a large animal, Charlotte just felt so drained.

She slowly leaned against the wall, letting the water wash over her, watching as it ran from red to pink, then finally to clear.

A vampire. She was a vampire now. How was she supposed to feel? Some part deep inside her was ecstatic to not be 'normal' anymore. But a vampire? What is the proper response to this?

Well, actually Charlotte knew how she felt. Anger. She was _angry._

What right did that monster have to do this to her? Charlotte's fists balled up as the water and tears fell down over her cheeks. She'd never have a real life again, not without worrying about killing someone. And what about living forever? Having to constantly live on the outskirts of humanity, saying goodbye to those she loved?

For god's sake, she was only seventeen! She never had a chance to go to college, to travel and paint the world. Charlotte sobbed heavily, her fists flying against the shower wall, breaking the tile in dust.

Eventually, her fists slowed, and she leaned against the shower wall, her head in her hands.

After a few more minutes, though, Charlotte got out of the shower and toweled off. In the mirror, there was a beautiful girl staring back at her, more beautiful than Charlotte ever thought possible. She softly touched her cheek, surprised to find it harder and colder than before. She had considered herself pretty before, probably not much to write home about, but now it was like looking at a sharper, more focused version of herself. Charlotte smiled slightly, and her dark red eyes lit up.

She shivered; the red eyes she could do without. Making a mental note to herself to ask why the Cullen's all had gold eyes, Charlotte finished drying off, and reached for her old clothes, since she had no others. There was a gentle knocking on the door, and Charlotte quickly fixed the towel around her, before opening. On the other side was Rosalie, holding out a yellow sundress on a hanger, which Charlotte took before checking the tag. Amazingly, it was her size.

"Alice managed to find something that seemed to be your size while you were passed out," Rosalie explained, a slight smile on her face. She pointed under the sink. "There's a hairdryer and stuff in the cabinet. We'll be downstairs when you're done. Just…" Rosalie trailed off, and Charlotte could've sworn she saw sadness in her beautiful gold eyes.

"Rosalie?" She asked quietly, reaching out to touch her arm. "Are you alright?"

The blonde vampire looked up and quickly nodded. "Yeah. Take your time."

"Thanks, Rosalie, I appreciate it," Charlotte said gratefully. "I'll be down in a few minutes."

Rosalie nodded and shut the door again, leaving Charlotte alone again.

She put the dress on and dried her hair, eager to get downstairs. What she really needed were two things: to call her Uncle Fred and tell him not to worry, and then find that bastard Foster, and kick his head in for what he did to her. He kidnapped her, bit into her like she was a piece of meat.

"I suppose it could be worse," she murmured. Visions of monsters with sharp fangs and blood dripping filled her mind, and Charlotte shuddered.

A little snidely, she couldn't help but think that if Lewis saw her, he probably would think twice of going back to Cleo.

No, no he wouldn't. He loved her too much. Silly to think that.

Charlotte sighed, and slipped the dress on, and her pair of converse. She opened the door and walked down the hallways-

Then suddenly found herself at the bottom of the stairs.

"Whoa," she whispered. She really had to watch her speed.

Rosalie, who was sitting on the couch reading a magazine, looked up at Charlotte's entrance. "Takes a little getting used to, but you'll figure it out," she assured her.

Charlotte sat next to her. "Don't see how," she murmured quietly. She looked around the room. "Where's Esmé? I need to call my uncle, he must be so worried." All she had to tell him was that she was staying over at a friend's house for a few days. She just needed to get a handle on this vampire thing, then she could, hopefully, get back to her life. Well, as much a life as she could have.

Rosalie bit her lip. "Actually, she's on the phone with him right now. Bella's father, Charlie, called here to find out if we knew where you were."

Charlotte raised her eyebrow. "Why would Bella's dad call here/'

"Oh, he's the sheriff. I think your uncle went to the station."

Charlotte jumped to her feet, and her hearing sharpened. In the kitchen, Esme was pacing around, her heels making soft clicking against the floor.

"Yes, I promise, she's fine, Mr. Watsford," Esmé's honey voice poured assurance over her every word. "She met my son and his wife while painting by the cliff, and she decided to spend the night."

On the other end, Fred sighed with relief. "Charlie told me that might be what happened. Is she there? Can I talk to her? I've been worried sick."

"Of course. Charlotte!" Esmé called out, her voice like ringing bells. "Your uncle's on the phone!"

She took a step towards toward the kitchen, and immediately found herself in the room. Esmé gave a slight chuckle and handed the phone to Charlotte.

"A little slower next time?" she whispered with a mysterious smile before walking out the room.

Charlotte took a breath and held the phone to her ear. "Hi, Uncle Fred, it's me."

"Charlotte, do you know how worried I was?" he exclaimed. "I thought you had fallen off the cliff, or eaten by animals! I tried to call you I don't know how many times! I thought you were more responsible than that!"

Charlotte sighed guiltily. "I'm so sorry, Uncle Fred, I just wasn't thinking. I lost track of the time. The Cullens have been very nice to me-"

"Okay, okay." Fred let out a sigh. Charlotte listened close through the phone. He was sitting down, running his hand through his hair. She could hear the rustling through the speaker.

"Charlotte," he began slowly, "I told your mother I would watch after you, keep you safe. Now, I'm glad you've made some new friends, but you can't go running off like that again. Do you understand me?"

"Yes, sir," she replied quickly. "I promise."

"Good. I'm sorry about yelling at you," he sighed. "Are you gonna be coming home tonight? You still have the car, you know."

"Yes, sir, I'll be home soon."

"Okay, I'll see you soon, then."

"See you soon. Bye, Uncle Fred."

"Goodbye, Charlotte."

Charlotte hung up the phone and leaned against the counter, taking a breath. Okay. Get home, try not to eat anyone. Easy.

She tried to walk at a normal speed back into the living room.

"Rosalie? Esmé?" she called out.

"I'm here," the blonde girl said as she rounded the corner. "Esme went to join the others."

Charlotte's mood picked up. "Why? Did they find him?"

She shrugged. "I'm not sure. Where are you going?"

"I need to go home," Charlotte replied. "My uncle is worried about me."

Rosalie raised her eyebrow in disbelief. "Charlotte, you can't go right now. You don't have your thirst under control yet, you have no idea what you've been thrown into; you could be putting your uncle at risk!"

"Well, this wasn't exactly how I planned on my weekend to go, you know!" Charlotte exploded. "I didn't want this to happen to me!"

The two stood, staring daggers at one another, before another voice interrupted them.

"Rosalie, why don't you go with Charlotte?"

The two girls looked to the older vampire, who was standing in the doorway, a slight smile on her face.

Rosalie looked at Charlotte with a set jaw. "I suppose. I can make sure that you don't hurt your uncle."

Charlotte nodded in agreement, grateful for the help. "Is it going to be bad?" She asked hesitantly. "My... thirst, I mean. Is it really going to be that bad?"

The two other women looked at each other with a knowing, if nervous, glance, before Rosalie replied, "Esmé's right, I should come with you."

Charlotte sighed tiredly. "Alright, c'mon. We still need to get the car."


	9. A Glimmer of the Past

Foster Finch was not a person who liked to be found.

He preferred to be in the shadows, and to remain anonymous. He had ever since he was a human, he had a talent for it. When you live in on the streets of old London, hounded by police and other unsavory characters, most of whom you owe money to, you learn how to hide yourself. You learn how to snatch the vendor's food right under their noses even when they could be staring right at you, and which alleys are good for hiding in if they do notice you.

Foster Finch was exceptionally good at hiding himself. The son of a prostitute and an unknown father, he had been born Benjamin Rack, but had taken to changing his name as often as it pleased him. The only time he had been found was the last time he was human, by a beautiful woman with amazingly bright red hair.

"_You're almost as good as me," she had whispered, a smile playing on her luscious lips. "Took me three days to find you. Not bad for a human."_

_She stepped forward, and he found himself pressed against the alley wall. Her red eyes gleamed in the darkness, and Benjamin felt a brief moment of fear._

"_What are you?" he asked nervously, his breath catching as her ice-cold hand felt his cheek._

"_My name's Victoria."_

_Then her sharp teeth bit into his neck, and fire consumed his body._

Foster pulled his mind out of the past. No use thinking about it now. That woman he had only known for a month wasn't going to help him (not that he never did wonder what happened to Victoria).

He had only meant to pass through this small town from Canada to the Hollywood Hills (maybe not the safest place for a vampire, but it was always a place he wanted to visit), when that scent hit him like a slap across the face.

Charlotte, she had said her name was. And now she was like him, running around the forest, with a newborn's thirst and strength.

Foster remembered what these type of humans were called, from his brief time in the Volturi. Aro had called them singers, a human whose blood smelled much more intense to certain vampires. While he had heard tales, he had never experienced it for himself.

Now, he sat high up in the trees above the vampire group, watching along with them as Charlotte attacked and ate the animal carcass, like a flame-haired goddess of death.

She had been so close to eating those two humans, Foster fumed. Instead, that clan of vampires had to intervene. They must've also been the ones to have found Charlotte and taken her away. Damn it all, she had been stronger than he had anticipated, able to run away like she had. Another thing that he admired about this stranger.

Foster surveyed the others, tried to measure how much of a threat they were. They had strength in their numbers, but that was never something that Foster. Hiding was his talent, it was what went with him into his next life.

The one with bronze-colored hair could read minds, which was clear. Foster had felt him trying to read his own mind when he and the female had found Charlotte. But it was easy to hide his mind, it was when the mind-reader attempted to hear Charlotte's thoughts that Foster had to act. That's when he shielded her mind as well; it would take concentration and energy, but the less that he knew about Foster and Charlotte, the better.

Charlotte. Of course, the major problem. What was he supposed to do about her? By turning her, this random girl, he had potentially caused a mountain of other difficulties for himself. It had probably been too much to ask that she just quietly change into her amazing new form, and then Foster could take her away, somewhere. He looked back to the group, where Charlotte had finished her meal.

God, she was so beautiful now. She had been pretty enough when she was human, but like other vampires, the transformation had enhanced her, and changed her into something more wild-looking. With the blood on her lips, the fury in her eyes, Charlotte looked like the personification of feral. The few minutes he had to spend with her, Foster had been able to tell that Charlotte had some sort of dark past, she had done something that she was ashamed of. Her look of concentration as she painted, the way she bit her lip as she swirled the paintbrush the capture the ocean, the way she stared longingly at the waves, all endeared her to him.

How delicious, and just like a woman he used to know. What was she hiding? Who was she running from, as far away from home as she was?

Now, Foster watched from the trees, careful to keep himself hidden as she explained who had done this to her, and vowing to 'kick his ass' when she found him. How simple it could've been, if he hadn't let his thirst get the better of him. But her blood, the way it called to him, like a man on the edge of collapse being brought his salvation, had been too much to resist. The way it sang of darkness tasted and rejected, but curious all the same, had brought on the true beast that lingered beneath Foster's cold, hard skin.

The choice not to kill her had been an easy one. Why kill such beauty, such sorrow and regret from the past? Why not make it better, more lasting?

But he had gotten too excited, and got too rushed. How was he supposed to know about the wolves in the area? He would've smelled their stench from miles away, but Charlotte's blood had filled his senses, made him not think. It had only been after he had nearly drained her, let his venom fill her veins that he had noticed the stink approaching the abandoned hunting shack Foster had taken Charlotte. He had to leave her there, much as it pained him, had to lead the wolves away from her, then hopefully make it back it to her in time.

But he had underestimated her strength, and he had frightened her off, scared her right into the arms of people who would keep her away from him, and the darkness he could offer her. Their amber eyes were a dead giveaway of this. There were tales he had heard, of vampires refusing to drink human blood, and whose eyes had turned from the tell-tale red, to the gold.

If only she had drunk those two hikers dry, then Charlotte's eyes would remain red. If Foster hadn't been so hasty, so unnaturally out of control, maybe they could've feasted together. If those damn wolves that the gold eyes seemed to be on good terms with hadn't shown up, maybe he could've learned of her past, convince her it was magnificent to see what you want and take it for your own.

But that wasn't what happened. Yet it still could. He jumped from limb to limb as Charlotte and two of the other women went to their home, following them. She wanted to see her uncle, who must been so worried about her. It made him smile, how human she still was. She still cared about her family; she didn't want them to worry.

What human he had still in him after all these years was what led him to the tree that stood outside her bathroom. He didn't spy on her like some pervert, just listened to the water running over her, her hitting the shower wall in anger, and finally to her tears. Foster sat on the branch, his back against the bark and listened to Charlotte cry, and felt a small measure of guilt. When she turned the water off, he listened as she got out and talked to the blonde woman, who gave her a dress to wear. He had to explain to her why she was a vampire now. Maybe if she understood, she'd come with him, come and take the world with him, fill it with blood and chaos. She just needed to give into her nature. And he'd help her with that.


End file.
